HO                                 DEATH  AND  TO-MORROW
papers reported that he had bowed before the tomb of the Unknown
Soldier. As my charwoman put it, you wanted to rush to the first
bucket and get copiously sick. But to revert. . . . Abet/ was
surrounded by Germans of the upper classes, men of culture, which
is very different from Kuhur, men who liked France. France to
them had stood for the fine things of life, and the conquest of France
meant to possess all those fine things. There was nothing of the
puritanical disgust of the German soldier and lower middle-class
civilian about them. The soldier and little employee said Paris was
the hotbed of vice, and then went and slept with the cheapest
prostitutes. They said it was disgusting to like food and drink as
the French did, and they ate two portions of chicken and got royally
drunk. But the men of the upper classes considered themselves
experts on French food and French wine, (It had come the way of
most of us who lived in France to be invited sooner or later by a
German to dinner and have a lot of cancton a I*orange and sweet-
champagne thrust down our throats, the time being well pro 1939.)
But they loved France for her art and literature too. Some of them
were surprisingly well read in French literature. And now, when
they spoke of those French things and of France itself, it was the
talk of the connoisseur who was getting an objet d'art for practically
nothing. Young Keyserling was like that, and so was his cousin,
Bismarck, but the man 1 came to know fairly well showed it
completely. That was dangerous. Beware of the passionate lover.
He was a member of one of the best-known Prussian families.
His forebears were statesmen, soldiers, and German thinkers. He
had good manners and a good brain. We met quite often, flis
mother, so he told me, was a personal friend of Hitler's. Hitler
liked licr, and she saw much of him. Fie knew him, too.
"What is he like?" I asked. He told me. Apparently, Hitler was
like his speeches, his pictures, his acts, f inquired after lus brains
and the count told me that it was of no importance whatsoever
whether Hitler had brains or not. What mattered was his inspiration,
which was satisfactory. His mother's summing-up was that Hitler
was a medium; the medium of the German people, ft meant, speak-
ing in spook jargon, that the ghost was Germany and the medium
through which it expressed itself was Hitler. I thought that over
and it seemed to me a good definition of the man that couldn't sell
his paintings. Take his sentimental moments; I saw Germans
getting just as nauseatingly sentimental. Take his treacherous
cruelty; that was German, too. Consider his love of display, of
marching and-counter-marching: they are deeply rooted in the
German heart.